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One, Latter Fo 


Dear Boys and Girls: 

A great many of you are members of the Good Words Booster 
club. Those who have not yet become members of the club are in- 
terested in good words; you love to hear them, love to speak them. 
All of you, whether club members or not, love the good so much that 
you will enjoy starting the new year with a good word. 

When you say, “I wish you a happy new year,” you mean, “I 
affirm that you will have a joyous, prosperous year.” 

You will use this greeting many times on New Year’s Day, 
and in doing so you will help to make many persons happy. How 
to make your own new year happy is somewhat a secret. You can 
learn that secret by reading what the snowbird said to the crow. 
You will find the words given in this month’s song, “Happy New 
Year.” 

Your good tl.ougnts, your good words, your good acts in the 
coming year will make for you a joyous, prosperous year, and will 
help the whole world to have a happy year. ; 
“New Year’s coming, and you know 
You must help to make it happy 
Or it never will be so.” 
Wishing you a very happy new year, I am 
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Hear that muffled midnight roar? 
Some one's knocking at the door! 
Tumble out, you sleepy heads, 
From your dreamy, drowsy beds; 
New Year's trying to get in, 
Tumble out, and let him in. 


One small arm is heaped so high, 
Parcels fade beyond the sky. 

Let him in, and shut the door, 

Put the parcels on the floor. 

Feed the fireplace; make him warm, 


New Year comes through cold and storm. 
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In the parcels that he brings. 
Gifts are hidden, fit for kings. 
Here's one, full enough to burst. 
Take its wrappings off the first. 

Oh, a crystal urn for you, 

Filled with springtime drops of dew: 
You will find them on the grass, 
April mornings, when you pass. 
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Here's another, spilling rare 
Perfume on the midnight air; 
That's the odor of the rose 

Which beneath your window grows. 
Keep the perfume; it will bring 
Roses to you in the spring; 

It will bring the violet 

When the dew the morn makes wet. Y 
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Now undo the golden locks 
P Of this dainty little box; 
id See! the butterflies are free 

In the blooming apple tree. 
>, See! the clover blooming white 
“i For the eager bees’ delight. 

Asa stream of colors gay, 
Weaving: through a summer day. 
Butterflies swing in the sun, 
Swing and dip, till day is done. 
As a band of workers bold, 

Bees take all their hives can hold. 


6 
4 
my 
| 
| 


January, 1929 WEE WISDOM 7 


Now, the largest parcel yet; 
: i See what from it you will get. 
j When the lid you open wide, 
; } Tell me what you find inside: 
i i Brown leaves on the autumn hills, 
i 
Autumn sunlight on the rills, 
} : Glint of Halloween's clear moon, 
| Then Thanksgiving coming soon, 
AE I And that greatest gala time 
Ushered in by Christmas chime. 
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; New Year's gifts are always new— 
fi That is why he comes to you. shi 
z Winter, summer, spring, and fall, sai 
New Year brings a gift in all: , 
Days in which to learn to live, 
Days in which to learn to give, hn 
Days of school for study deep, es 
ce: Nights for rest and quiet sleep. fol 

. Helpful word and cheerful smile, 
Love and kindness, all the while. asl 
Take the gifts the New Year brings: 


— ~\ They will make you rich as kings. Va M: 
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As Happy as Kings 


By BARBARA BOUCHERE 
WHAT THE Story Has 


Maridel Geralda Rousselles is the daughter of the Marquis and the Machioness of 


Rousselles. 


From babyhood, she has had her own way. 


She is now ten years old. She 


is unhappy and makes every one around her unhappy because she has not learned the 


secret of happiness. 


The Marquis has taken her to visit his nurse, Susanne. 


Susanne 


is teaching Maridel that happiness can be found in simple pleasures and in helping 


others. 


PART IV 
Chapter 1 


Long before Susanne and Geralda 
reached Dearie Lou’s house, they heard 
her singing. Dearie Lou lived in a wee, 
sunburned house with a crooked roof. 
There was a dovecote over the door and 
purple petunias grew in pots along the 
windows. The little peasant girl drew 
back shyly at sight of Geralda’s shim- 
mering frock and ermine cap. What 
Geralda saw was a little girl in a white 
cap with wings on the sides, but she for- 
got the queer cap when she saw that 
the face beneath was as sweet and 
sunny as an April morning. 

Dearie Lou wore a gray cotton dress 
that fell to her ankles, and over that was 
a blue apron that had braved many 
washings. Stockings, striped red and 
white like sticks of candy, peeped be- 
neath her dress. Strangest of all, her 
feet were tucked into wooden shoes. 

“This is Maridel Geralda Rousselles; 
she wants to know you, Dearie Lou,” 
said Susanne. 

Dearie Lou came forward and 
made a curtsey. “Pray come 
within and take chairs,’ she 
begged. Leaving her wooden 
shoes on the flagstones, she 
followed. 

“What! Alone, Dearie Lou?’ 
asked Susanne. 

“Father is still in the vine- 
yard, but soon he will come. 
May I have leave to set his sup- / 
per?” Dearie Lou asked with a 
little smile. She took from the 


fireplace a steaming pan of lentils and 
set them on the table, then brought 
sheep’s milk cheese and a jug of milk. 
At a sound on the flagstones she ran to 
the door, crying, “Good evening, O my 
father! Come within and sit thee by 
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the fire.” She brought a basin of cool 
water, and the tired man washed his 
hands and his face. Then Dearie Lou, 
pulling off his felt slippers, washed his 
dusty feet and dried them on a piece of 
clean sacking. 

“God bless thee, my child!” mur- 
mured the father as he turned to his 
meal. 

As Geralda watched, she thought with 
a sudden dissatisfaction of her father’s 
breakfasting early and alone in the high 
morning room, before setting out for 
the counting house. Occasionally he 
had sent for her to breakfast with him. 
At such times Maridel Geralda had sat 
sulking at her food, The Three Dread- 
fuls looking out of her eyes; and the 
marquis, who always began the day so 
brightly with a Maid-of-France rose- 
bud in his buttonhole, would leave the 
table looking downcast and perplexed, 
as though the day had been completely 
spoiled. Now Geralda-for-Short found 
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herself longing to eat early breakfast 
with her father every morning, longing 
to smile across the wide table at him. 
Her hand touched the silver chain which 
held the carved little finger ring from 
India: A still deeper dissatisfaction 
crept into her heart when she remem- 
bered that she had won the precious 
ring from her father in a fit of temper. 
Tomorrow she would send it back to 
him by the first post to Paris. 


Susanne had vanished! Dearie Lou 
was speaking. “It is still light; come 
into my bedroom.” She gave Geralda 
a chair of twisted hickory, then sat on 
the floor at her feet, touching with her 
finger tips her visitor’s soft clothes. 
Her face was wistful as she looked at 
Geralda. “You are like a princess. I 
have read of princesses in my book. 
They are rich and they wear fine 
clothes; they are always beautiful and 
good.” 


Geralda-for-Short hung her head as 
she remembered how only that morning 
she had pinched Claudine for brushing 
her hair too hard, and had thrown the 
gold-mounted brush out of the window. 
Her voice was low as she answered 
Dearie Lou. ‘No—they are 
not always—good.” 


“You must see my beautiful 
clothes!” cried Dearie Lou, 
her eyes lingering on Geral- 
da’s white coat. She ran to 
the pine clothespress and 
opened the door. It was 
empty, save for a pair of new 
wooden shoes with the red 
poppies of France painted on 
the toes. “See! in the corner 
is my yellow nankeen coat, 
and this is my red cashmere 
dress with buttons down the 
back, and—this—” she said, 
touching the imaginary gar- 
ment, “this is my pink silk 
with rosettes and ribbons and 
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Dearie Lou’s eyes were 


a sash——” 
shining like stars. “Can’t—can’t you 
see them?” she asked. 

But Geralda-for-Short, feeling 
strangely embarrassed, could merely 
say, “I—I can see only the wooden 
shoes!” 

Dearie Lou laughed. “Oh, that is be- 
cause you have not been looking for the 
lovely things as long as I have.” Now 
she was sitting on the floor again, strok- 
ing Geralda’s coat, and saying, “If the 
harvest fills the little pot with silver, 
my father will ride to Paris and buy 
himself a fine coat and me a pink silk 
dress with ribbons, and then we shall 
go to St. Malo on a holiday. But if the 
harvest is not good, I shall still have— 
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She looked like 
a fairy. 


11 


these.” She waved her hand 
at the empty press. 


The first shy star was vis- 
ible over Rondel hill as Ger- 
alda ran up the path to 


Susanne’s open door. And 
Geralda, who had never be- 
fore wept for any one but 
herself, found tears running 
down her cheeks at the 
thought of Dearie Lou’s imag- 
inary dresses. 

She found Susanne knit- 
ting, which made her remem- 
ber her spiky needle. “Oh, 
whatever can be the secret 
that’s real as light!” she ex- 
claimed as she finished three 
more cards. 

“You have learned some- 
thing about it already,” whis- 
pered Susanne as she kissed 
her good night. 


Chapter 2 


The next morning Geralda 
was awakened by a crack- 
_ eracking sound. She ran into 
< Susanne’s room. Susanne 

stood at her window, shaking 
her sheets in the morning wind. “Oh, 
please, Susanne, may I do that?” cried 
the little girl. 

“Aie! Aie! Geralda! I knew you 
would be wanting to do this as soon as 
you heard me.” 

So Geralda shook her sheets in the 
morning wind and learned the proper 
way to make a bed. By noon she had 
finished the last of her cards. Susanne 
set them in proper order along the man- 
tel shelf, and Geralda, standing on tip- 
toe with excitement, read: THE 
WORLD IS SO FULL OF A NUMBER 
OF THINGS, I’M SURE WE SHOULD 
ALL BE AS HAPPY AS KINGS. 

As Geralda-for-Short stood on the 
rag rug, reading the secret as real as 
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light, she suddenly realized that The 
Three Dreadfuls, Fretfulness, Fault- 
finding, and Discontent, had been cheat- 
ing her all the time! For they had in- 
sisted and insisted that everything was 
very dull, that everything was a great 
bore, and that there was nothing at all 
to do. When all the time the truth 
really was that if you had eyes open 
to see and ears open to hear, the world 
was just crammed with a number of 
things to see and to love and to enjoy, 
and especially things to do, so that, once 
you saw the truth of it, you could not 
help being as happy as kings. 
Right this minute there was 
a glorious thing just begging £ 
to be done! She flew upstairs, tt 
and rummaged like a squirrel hs, 
through her trunks. At last 
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Standing under the old pear tree, she 
looked like a fairy. 

“Wait!” she whispered suddenly, her 
eyes shining. “I have a beautiful gift 
for thee.” In a moment she returned, 
carrying in her hands a fresh egg! 
“Coddle it for thy dinner,” she said. 

Now then! Even though Maridel 
Geralda was the daughter of a marquis, 
even though she wore silk next her skin, 
slept in a satin canopied bed, and ate 
from a silver service, she had never, 
never held in her hand a new-laid egg! 
She thrilled at the touch. How smooth 


(Continued on page 21) 


she found a pink slip and a, Ss IN 
darling little dress, soft as a 
pink cloud, with ribbon 
streamers hanging from the 


shoulders. A pair of silk 


A 


stockings, a pair of satin 
shoes and a leghorn hat with 
a crown of daisies, made up 
the entrancing bundle which 
Geralda carried down the path 
to Dearie Lou’s. 


She found Dearie Lou sing- 
ing like a thrush as she hung 
the family linen over the. 
hedge. “Dearie Lou, dar- 
ling,” Geralda cried, thrust- 
ing the box into her arms, 
“only look. You will not have 
to wait for harvest time!” 
And Geralda-for-Short, who 
had been taking rich gifts all 
her life, suddenly felt the 
thrili of that greater joy that 
comes from giving. 


Dearie Lou, making joyous 
little birdlike notes, stepped 
out of her drab colors and 
into the shining clothes, 


d 
tc 
he 
at 
Sé 
li 
el 
be 
hi 
be 
he 
7 ee) 
: 
er 
| 
a 
Q 
Vg Be of 
NS “B 
fo 
0 
/ 
ear 
poi 
cro 
The secret as real as light 
Seo 


January, 1929 


WEE WISDOM 


(Ohe Treasure Chest 


By ESTELLE URBAHNS 


Dederic opened his top bureau 
drawer, lifted out a red enameled box, 
took off the lid, pulled out an envelope, 
held it up to the light, squinted his eyes 
at it, and smiled. Yes, there it was, 
safe and sound and green and crack- 
ling—his precious five-dollar bill! Ded- 
eric had been opening the red enameled 
box and playing this little game with 
himself ever since that snowy morning 
before Christmas when the postman had 
handed him an envelope, bearing the 
postmark of a western town. Inside 
was the green crackling five-dollar bill 
with the jolliest sort of note which said: 
“Here’s a New Year’s gift for you, Ded- 
eric. Buy yourself the best in Berry- 
creek and start the New Year off with 
a bang!” 

Of course it wasn’t any fun to have 
a big brother Kirk away out on the 
western coast, too busy learning to be 
a lawyer to come home for Christmas, 
but Kirk had sent a whole procession 
of bulgy boxes, full of Christmas. He 
had sent New Year’s gifts too. Best 
of all, Dederic thought, had been the 
green and crackling bill and that note: 
“Buy yourself the best in Berrycreek 
and start the New Year off with a 
bang!” The words sent shivers of ex- 
citement running to Dederic’s finger 
tips. Well, everybody just watch! 

Leaning his elbows on the dresser, 
he gazed down at the magic green bill, 
for indeed it seemed magic when he 
thought of all the things it could buy! 
One thing he could do would be to walk 
into Merrill’s and order a radio! Mer- 
rill’s sold a very tiny set, complete with 
ear caps, for $5. It gave just the local 
points, but the local points were 
crowded with band music, the Boy 
Scout news, The Star’s evening story 


hour and, oh, everything! 
would be his very own. He could keep 
it in his room and listen in early in the 
morning and all day Saturday! 

Then Garey’s had a fine Brownie 
camera, “The Best Brownie,” so the 
card in the window said. Dederic had 
always wanted a camera. How could 
he go to the lake next summer without 
one? Now, just as Dederic had decided 
that a camera might be more fun than 
a radio, he remembered the big orange- 
colored fountain pens in Vidor’s win- 
dow. They were guaranteed for ten 
years! Why, in ten years he would be 
twenty-one, and would still be carrying 
the fountain pen that he had bought 
when he was eleven! Besides, if he had 
a fountain pen he would be the only boy 
in the fifth grade to have one! He drew 
a quick breath of pleasure as he slipped 
the bill into its envelope and put it away 
into the red box. Which of the treas- 
ures, he wondered, would be the best to 
buy for oneself? 

But Ferry’s Men’s Furnishings had 
a surprise all saved up for Dederic. He 
saw it the next day hanging on a coat 
hanger. Any boy who was _ lucky 
enough to own $5 could have this prize 
—the handsomest lumberjack sweater 
and beany cap that the town of Berry- 
creek had to offer. 

At the sight of the blue and red and 
yellow lumberjack, with bands of white 
squares and dashes running around the 
body; with its rolled collar and its big 
white buttons marching up and down 
the front, why naturally any boy’s last 
year’s red blazer sweater would seem a 
bit dull. Then there was the blue and 
white beany cap, which was just thrown 
in! Oh, a real buy for any one who 
knew a bargain, 
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“Do you think I could wear size 14?” 
asked Dederic. The clerk drew a tape- 
line around the boy’s shoulders, explain- 
ing that by buying size 14 he could wear 
the sweater for two or three years, 
easily! This was the best buy in Berry- 
creek; no doubt of it. Dederic took 
long strides through the snow as he hur- 
ried home. In that sweater, anybody 
could start the New Year off with a 
bang. 

Half a block away he spied his home, 
in its circle of shrubs, its windows shin- 
ing like golden eyes. Smoke rising out 
of the big chimney reminded him of the 
box of marshmallows waiting to be 
toasted. Wasn’t winter fun, when you 
had such a jolly big home with an open 
fire that shone red like the setting sun; 
with Sambo, the collie, stretched on the 
hearth rug, and Mother making soft, 
sleepy sounds on the piano, and Daddy 
reading under the lamp! Outside, 
every evening, the north wind rushed 
helter-skelter round the house, knock- 
ing against the windows and blustering 
like a grumpy giant because he could 


Df Berrycreek dry cleaners. He seemed 
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not get in. In three more evenings 
Mother would be hanging festoons of 
greens about the rooms. Hot, cinna- 
mony, sugary smells would be floating 
through the house, for Dederic’s house- 
hold would be getting ready for the 
New Year’s Day at home party, when 
friends would come in to wish them 
happiness and prosperity. 

There would be candles dancing, the 
big bowl] of fruit punch waiting in the 
library with great thumping plates of 
cookies and cakes standing about! And 
in the evening there would be all sorts 
of games! 

Dusk was settling down. Dinner 
would soon be ready. “I'll bet there’ll 
be apple dumplings!” exclaimed Ded- 
eric, as he scooted through the snow. 

Just ahead, he spied the figure of a 
boy, carrying a bundle and trudging 
along, with the wind pushing and slap- 
ping at him with all its might. It was 
Sunny Jim Pike with one of his bun- 
dles. Sunny Jim lived in Shivers hol- 
low, where the wind in winter, blowing 
its iciest breath, roared like a lion and 
sifted banks of snow around the little 

houses where rents were cheap. 

Sunny Jim carried bundles for the 
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always going for a bundle or carry- 
ing one home to its owner, and because 
he carried bundles all day Saturday and 
after school, he had no time for playing 
ball or skating on the Berrycreek pond. 
And because his face had grown so 
serious and his eyes round and unsmil- 
ing as an owl’s, the boys in the fifth 
grade called him Sunny Jim—just for 
fun. Just for fun they loved to throw 
snow balls at him, and to knock off his 
cap. It was fun to see him lay down 
his bundle as though it were as precious 
as fine gold, pick up his cap, then gather 
up his bundle again and hurry away. 
Sunny Jim wasn’t a real boy, Dederic 
told himself. He was just a grind, like 
a wheel going around in a tiresome 
machine. 

Dederic made a ball of snow and 
threw it. Hurra-a-ah! He had knocked 
off Sunny Jim’s cap! Laughing, Ded- 
eric ran up the steps and into the house. 
Inside was the fire that shone red like 
the setting sun. Yes, there were apple 
dumplings for dinner; you could smell 
them on the warm air. 

Dederic had eaten his dinner and the 
last bit of his apple dumpling. All the 
while he was juggling in his mind a 
tiny radio, a Best Brownie, an orange- 
colored fountain pen, a red and blue 
and yellow lumberjack sweater, with a 
beany cap thrown in. Suddenly the 
sound of the Berrycreek fire department 


Just ahead, he spied the figure of a boy, 
carrying a bundle and trudging along. 
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crashed into the stillness. Now the en- 
gine was turning the corner, was clang- 
ing into Shivers hollow, where the wind 
in winter, blowing its iciest breath, 
roared like a lion and sifted banks of 
snow around the little houses where 
rents were cheap. 

In ten minutes the fire engine had 
blotted out the crimson glare. Father, 
who had gone out to help, returned. 
The Pikes—Sunny Jim’s family—he 
said had been burned out. Nothing was 
left but the wire clothesline. And 
New Year’s Day just ahead! Dederic 
glanced about the jolly big living room. 
How comfortable and good everything 
felt! The north wind was rushing 
helter-skelter round the house, pushing 
at the windows and howling like a cross 
giant. But it could not get in. Already 
cinnamony, sugary odors were creeping 
through the house. New Year’s was 
just around the corner. And there was 
Sunny Jim, with nothing left but a wire 
clothesline! Dederic fell asleep that 
night, wishing that he could do some- 
thing very fine for Sunny Jim. 

He awoke with a plan as 
dazzling as the sun across 
the snow. Father was read- A 
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(Continued on page 32) 
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CMary Ann's Resolutions 


By WINIFRED WILHITE EARNHART 


Mary Ann was busy setting the fur- 
niture of her doll house in order. Out 
in the hall her brother and sister were 
talking about New Year resolutions. 

“IT wish I had some,” thought Mary 
Ann. “I wonder what they are.” 

At that moment her mother came into 
the room. 

“What is a _ resolution, Mother?” 
Mary Ann asked. 

“A resolution is a promise to oneself, 
dear,” her mother replied. “If you 
should promise yourself that you will be 
better next year, that you will not, for 
instance, eat between meals, then you 
would have made a New Year resolu- 
tion.” 

“T see,” said Mary Ann. “But what 
did Brother mean when he told Sister 
that she would break her resolution?” 

“He meant that she would not keep it. 
If you make a resolution not to eat be- 
tween meals, and then forget and eat, 
you will have broken your resolution.” 

“Oh, but I wouldn’t break my resolu- 
tion,” Mary Ann said thoughtfully. 

After her mother had left the room, 
Mary Ann went on with her work of 
straightening up her doll house. As 
she worked, she said aloud, “Yes, I will 
make a resolution. My resolution will 
be that I won’t eat between meals dur- 
ing this new year.” 


“I’m so glad 


claimed in a 


Just as she finished saying this, up 
popped a wee, merry-eyed elf. He was 
tiny enough to sit in the little chairs of 
Mary Ann’s doll house, and standing 
on the floor of the big room, as he was, 
he looked very small indeed. 

“I’m so glad you made me,” he ex- 
claimed in a piping voice. 

“Made you? Who are you, and where 
did you come from?” asked Mary Ann 
in amazement. 

“I’m your resolution,” answered the 
elf. “You may call me Resy, for short, 
if you wish. But, Mary Ann, do be 
good to me. Keep me. Keep me, be- 
cause if you don’t, you will break me.” 

“Break you?’ asked Mary Ann, not 
understanding him. “I know you can 
break a resolution, but how can I break 
you?” 

“I’m your resolution. Don’t you see? 
If you break your resolution, you break 
me. Don’t ever break me. I’m deli- 
cate and hard to keep, so be kind to me.” 

He looked serious. 

“T won’t break you; so don’t worry, 
Resy.” 

Resy looked very much relieved and 
smiled up at her. 

“That’s fine, Mary Ann. I know 
you'll keep me all right. As long as 
you keep me, I shall be the most faith- 
ful servant in the world. 
I shall see you later. 
Good-by.” 

He was gone. Mary 
Ann could not tell ex- 
actly where or how he 
went. 

“That’s a funny 
thing,” thought Mary 
Ann. “Still, he is a nice, 
pleasant little elf, and | 
shall try hard not to 
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break him. I ought 
to make another reso- 
lution—one about 
going to bed without 
whining and crying 
in the way I’ve been 
doing. Yes, when 
Mother tells me it is 
time to go to bed, I 
shall go right away, 
and not complain.” 

Just as Mary Ann finished making 
this resolution, another little elf sprang 
up on the floor before her. He was like 
the first one, except that he was sleepy- 
looking and stood there yawning. 

“IT am Resolution Number Two,” he 
drawled, “‘Resy’s brother.” 

“Well, how funny. I am glad to see 
you, though. Are you delicate too?” 

“Oh, yes,” he exclaimed, becoming 
more alert. “So delicate. Don’t ever 
break me, Mary Ann. It is easy to 
break me, and it would be unfortunate 
if you should break me. If I am broken 
you will never have me again.” 

“Never again?” asked Mary Ann, 
puzzled. “If I broke you just once I 
could keep you the rest of the time, 
couldn’t I?” 

“No, no, no,” he shouted. “It doesn’t 
work that way. If you broke me once, 
it would mean that you would keep on 
breaking me, and I should be broken, 
broken, broken,” he said. 

“But how can I break you?” Mary 
Ann asked. “I won’t hit you with a 
stick or step on you.” 

“You don’t have to hit me or to step 
on me. All you have to do is not to 
keep me, and I shall be broken. Good- 
by. I shall see you again.” 

He also was gone. 

For a whole week Mary Ann did not 
have the least trouble keeping her reso- 
lutions. Not once did she eat between 
meals, and each night she went to bed 
the moment that her mother announced 


“T will have you 
mended, Resy,” 
earnestly said 
Mary Ann. 
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it was bedtime. 

During the second week, however, it 
was harder to keep her resolutions. 
One night during that week Mary Ann 
was very busy making clothes for her 
paper doll family. When her mother 
told her it was bedtime, she thought to 
herself, “I just can’t stop now. I must 
finish these.” 

She was ready to whine, when all of 
a sudden Resolution Number Two was 
standing before her. 

“Don’t break me,” he _ pleaded. 
“Don’t, Mary Ann. It would be so un- 
fortunate. Please don’t break me.” 

“T won't,” said Mary Ann, somewhat 
annoyed. 

The elf was gone. 

“Why, Mary Ann!” exclaimed her 
mother. “What do you mean by saying 
that you won’t?” 

“But I will, Mother. I mean I will 
go to bed.” ; 

A few days later Mary Ann’s mother 
baked a delicious-looking cake, and 
heaped it high with caramel icing. As 
the cake was cooling, Mary Ann stood 
eying it longingly. She thought that 
her mother would not care if she ate 
just one piece. 

“Just one piece between meals, in a 
whole year,” she said to herself. “That’s 


not much.” ’ 
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She started to cut herself a piece of 
the tempting cake. Immediately Resy 
sprang upon the table in front of her 
and began dancing about in an excited 
way. 

“Don’t,” he pleaded. “You will break 
me, Mary Ann. You will break me. 
Oh, that would be so distressing.” 

The little fellow was almost in tears. 
Mary Ann was glad to see him, for she 
had not seen him since the day he was 
made; but she could not help thinking 
that he was making a great fuss over 
a small thing. 

“Bother!” she exclaimed. 
be so bad as all that. 
you again.” 

Thereupon she took a big bite of the 
delicious cake. 

“Too late, too late,” cried 
the unhappy little Resy as 
he began hobbling away. 

He was bent double. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” cried 

the distressed Mary Ann. 
“T have broken you! How 
thoughtless! Oh, I didn’t 
mean to break you. My 
poor little Resy!’’ 

Mary Ann began to cry. 

“Yes, you’ve broken me. 

You have broken my heart,” sighed 
Resy. 

“T will have you mended, Resy,” 
earnestly said Mary Ann. 

“No, it is too late. Nothing can ever 
fix me again. You didn’t keep me; you 
have broken me. You won’t have me 
any more, and I shall always be a 
broken resolution.” 


“It won’t 
I won’t break 
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He hobbled away, a forlorn, broken 
little resolution. Mary Ann often 
thought of the hurt she had caused him, 
and wondered where he was. 

As the year advanced, she found it 
harder and harder to keep from eating 
between meals. Since the resolution 
was broken anyhow, she decided that it 
didn’t make much difference whether or 
not she ate between meals. But she 
kept thinking of Resy. 

Whenever she was in the least 
tempted to break her dear, sleepy, 
drawling Resolution Number Two, she 
thought of Resy, and not even a sigh 
was heard from her when she was asked 
to go to bed. During the year Resolu- 
tion Number Two grew to be big (for 

an elf) and strong and 
handsome, and was always 
a faithful servant. Mary 
Ann found that as the days 
passed by it became easier 
and easier for her to go to 
bed immediately and cheer- 
fully when her mother 
called her. 

Then she made a resolu- 
tion about Resy. She re- 
solved to call him to her 
before the year was over, 

and to mend him, if possible, by being 
as faithful to him as she was being 
to Resolution Number Two. She ceased 
to eat between meals. Resy came 
back, and Mary Ann took good care 
of him. And, although at first Resy 
did not believe that it could be done, 
he really grew straight and strong 
again. 
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Another new year, which is yours and 
mine, dear Busy Sunbeams, to make of 
it what we will! We close the old year, 
as a book, and place it in our bookcase 
of memory. The book for this new year 
is made with clean, white pages, and 
every moment of every day our thoughts 
and acts will write themselves on its 
pages. 

Good thoughts produce good in our 
lives; those thoughts that are not good 
produce the unhappy things that come 
to us. If we would have health and 
happiness and an abundance of good 
things in our lives, we must first write 
in our mind the thoughts that produce 
these conditions. The more good you 
write in each of the books that you place 
in your memory bookcase, as you grow 
from the little girl into the bigger girl 
and then into 
womanhood, the 
more glorious 
will be your life 
in the years to 
come. Is _ not 
that a wonder- 
fulthingto 
know, and to be 
able to do? Bless 
each of you, and 


Diagram 1 


may you grow, all through the year, as 
did the Christ Child, “in wisdom and 
stature, and in favor with God and 
man.” 


CA Remembrance Quilt 


By FRANCES W. FOULKS 


I am giving you the pattern for a 
remembrance quilt this first month of 
the new year, and if you desire you can 
use the quilt for pick-up work all 
through the year. The quilt is to be 
made of scraps of your own print 
dresses, and of the dresses of the mem- 
bers of your family and of your little 
friends. In Mother dear’s scrap bag, you 
will find pieces of dresses that you have 
had, and through the year as you get 
new dresses you can add new blocks to 
your quilt. These pieced blocks are to 
be put together with blocks of white of 
the same size between them, and you 
can make the quilt to fit a single or a 
double bed, as you desire. 

First we will cut our patterns. Look 
at diagram 1 and diagram 2, and you 
will see that the large block is composed . 
of four smaller blocks and that the small 
blocks are composed of squares and tri- 
angles. Take a magazine cover, or any 
piece of stiff paper, and measure 314 
inches each way from one of the corners, 
marking these places. Fold over from 
mark to mark, evenly, and cut the under 
paper by the folded over point, so that 
you have a square. For the triangle 
pattern, on another corner of the paper, 
measure each way 234 inches, and mark 
and fold; then cut along the folded line. 
The square and the triangle are the pat- 
terns for your quilt blocks. It is always 
well to cut several patterns exactly by 
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Diagram p 
the original one, and to put the extra 
ones away, to use in case the original 
pattern should become misplaced. 

Your quilt will be prettier if the 
squares of each block are made of the 
same kind of plain material and the 
triangles of a figured material, making 
two small blocks of each larger 
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ured material, and eight triangles 
of another figured material. If the 
material of the triangles and of the 
squares are decided contrasts, that 
is, one rather light in color, the 
other dark, the design will show 
up better, all over the quilt. Sew 
a triangle to each side of one of the 
squares, making all the triangles 
in each square alike. Be sure that 
you make all of your seams the 
same width. If you use a very fine, 
slender needle and number sixty or 
seventy thread, it will be easier to 
make tiny stitches. With your 
fingers, press each seam back on 
the square, as you sew it. When 
you have finished the four small 
blocks, sew them together as shown 
in diagram 2. Watch to see that 
the seams in the center are exactly 
together, and that the points of the 
squares touch. 

There, the first block of your quilt is 
finished! As you select your pieces, you 
will find time to make other blocks, and 
before you realize it, all the blocks will 


block alike, and place them in op- J 
posite corners. (See diagram 2.) 
When you go to cut your material, 
you may find that you can cut it 
more accurately if you pin your 
pattern to it, or it may be easier 
for you to cut evenly from a pat- 
tern made of heavy cardboard. 
Try both ways and see which way 
is easier for you. The material 
must be cut exactly like the pat- 
tern. If the material is not cut 
exactly like the pattern, the points 
of the squares will not come to- 
gether evenly when you sew the 
blocks together. (See diagram 2.) 
Cut all the pieces for one large 
block before you start to sew: four 


squares of plain colored material, 
eight triangles of one kind of fig- 
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be finished and ready to put together. 
This design makes a very pretty quilt 
when made of only two colors, using 
plain material of contrasting colors, a 
light one for the squares and a deeper 
one for the triangles; or it may be made 
with white squares and perhaps deep 
blue triangles. Put it together with 
white squares, and you will have a blue 
and white quilt. The block that I pieced 
for you (diagram 3) is made of light 
yellow squares and deep blue triangles. 
These colors will make a very pretty 
quilt if the blocks are put together with 
white squares. Whichever way you 
make your quilt, I am sure that you will 
be delighted with it. 


CAs Happy as Kings 
(Continued from page 12) 
and soft and warm the egg felt! Like 
something alive! Yes, the world was 
full of a number of wonderful things! 
In giving the egg, Geralda knew that 
Dearie Lou had given the best that she 
had, and suddenly Geralda, who had 
always said “Thank you” merely with 
her lips, now said “Thank you” from 
her heart, as she kissed Dearie Lou. 
A month of days came and went on 
Rondell hill, and the lonely, wishing 
look had disappeared from Geralda’s 
face. Just when The Three Dreadfuls 
that had been trying to spoil the real 
Maridel had packed themselves off, no 
one knew. Geralda-for-Short woke 
early and shook her sheets in the morn- 
ing wind. She sang as she polished the 
cups and dusted the painted chairs. 
She had learned not only to lay a table 
and to roll out tarts and to cut cookies, 
but also to skim milk and to churn a 
crock of butter. In the afternoons she 
danced with Dearie Lou the simple folk 
dances of the country. Indeed, the 
world was so full of a number of things- 
to-do, that the days were all happy and 
only half long enough. 
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One golden afternoon, when the 
Malaga grapes hung sweet on the vine, 
Susanne, in her best apron and cap, 
called to Geralda, “We shall have a 
guest for dinner, so lay the table quickly, 
my lamb. There will be the lentil soup, 
six coddled eggs, and a plate of thy 
gooseberry tarts. I must do an errand.” 


A guest! But they often had guests 
at Susanne’s jolly table. Sometimes it 
was Dearie Lou, sometimes Jean the 
weaver, and often came Margaton, the 
shepherdess. As the clock struck half 
past six, voices sounded in the garden. 
The Marquis of Rousselles entered the 
cottage, to find his daughter in a stout 
little work apron, a ladle in one hand, 
a smudge of flour on her chin. She flew 
to him, crying: “Oh! My father!’ 

He kissed her in wonder. Indeed 
some miracle had been done, for he had 
only to look at her to see that she had 
grown loving, lovely, and lovable. 


“I have a daring plan,” declared the 
marquis as he ate his coddled eggs. 
“We shall take the little mansard house 
in Brittany, overlooking the sea. There 
we shall live eight months of every year 
until Maridel is eighteen. There my 
daughter may wear an apron, and keep 
the love of simple things.” 

At that, Geralda-for-Short laughed 
and exclaimed: “And Susanne and 
Dearie Lou shall come on a visit. And 
each day I shall shake my sheets in the 
morning wind and lay the table for tea. 
I shall make tarts and keep a little gar- 
den, and every morning, my darling 
father, I shall eat early breakfast with 
you!” 

Throwing kisses at Dearie Lou and 
Susanne, Geralda-for-Short, her face 
all sugared over with sweetness, drove 
away at twilight. In her heart and 
packed in a trunk, on twenty neat cards, 
she carried a secret—real as light. 


(The end) 
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CA Red Compass Tulip 


By IRENE CURTIS WALLACE 


Who wants to draw a compass tulip? 
Drawing is an excellent way in which to 
pass a stormy afternoon or evening. Get 
your compass, pencil, ruler, art gum 
eraser, pen, some India ink, some un- 
ruled white paper, a few thumb tacks, 
and a large magazine. The magazine 
will make a good drawing mat. Fasten 


your paper to the magazine with thumb 


tacks. Now, are you ready? 

Set your compass at 1 inch and draw 
a circle, leaving a space at the top open. 
(See figure No. 1.) Place your compass 
point on the circumference of the circle, 


with pencil end of compass at (a), and 
describe an arc downward to meet circle, 
as in figure No. 1. Repeat on opposite 
side, with pencil end at (b). With your 
compass point first at (a), then at (b), 
describe arcs downward to meet the last 
two lines made. The result will be your 
tulip’s petals. 


Without changing your compass, 
place it on the circle, so that the pencil 
end comes at the base of the circle (c), 
and execute an arc downward; extend 
your compass 14 inch more and repeat. 
The result will be a stem. With your 
compass set at 1 inch, place the point at 
base (c), pencil end against the stem 
(See figure No. 1.) and draw upward; 
place your compass point at the end of 
the stem, put the pencil end against the 
side of the stem and draw upward. The 
result is a leaf. 


With India ink, ink only those por- 
tions, inked in figure No. 2. After the 
ink dries, erase all other pencil lines. 

Your compass tulip is full-blown! 

To color your tulip, tint the petals 
red; the stem, leaf, and tiny portion at 
base, green. 

Behold! A red compass tulip! 

Designs used in wall paper, 
linoleum, figured cloth, and so 
forth are made up of designs 
similar to these compass blos- 
soms. Now look closely at your 
kitchen linoleum, a piece of wall 
paper, or a figured garment. 
You will see that the design in 
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it is made up of a single design, or sev- 
eral designs, repeated time after time. 
To illustrate, if you were to draw a large 
square, divide it into four smaller 
squares, then make a compass tulip in 
the center of each square, you would 
have an allover design. Four, six, eight, 
or ten squares in a row, a compass 
tulip in each square, would make a bor- 
der such as you often see, in color, across 
the end of a turkish towel. If you ar- 
ranged a series of squares so that they 
formed a frame, then drew a compass 
tulip in each square, you would have a 
frame resembling those often seen 
on covers of books, sheet music, and 
so forth. 

It would be interesting to try 
out different ways of using your 
compass blossom designs. If you do 
rt . n good work on these designs, perhaps 

— ©. ed. you will find designing a very fascinat- 


ing line of work when you are older. 


Within the 00d of God we find 
Food for the body, soul, and mind. 
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Dear Boys and Girls: 


We hope to publish a contribution from each one of you. To do this we 
cannot use a second story or verse from any reader, but we shall be happy to 
receive work from those who have not already sent us a contribution. We can- 
not use anything that has been copied or told you by another. We want your 
work. All readers of Wee Wisdom are delighted with the Young Authors De- 
partment, so please send us the best that you can think and write. 


THE EDITOR. 


My Mother 
By ARTA JANE THOMAS 
Kansas City, Mo. 


I love my mother; she is true; 

She teaches me right things to do. 

I try to help her in her work. 

She loves me even when I shirk; 

She teaches me to do what’s right; 

She helps me say my prayer each 
night. 


Mother is always my best friend, 

Always ready to lend a hand, 

To lead me in the Christlike way, 

That I may grow better each day. 

May God help you and keep you, Mother 
of mine, 

And help me each day to grow more 
divine. 


Katy’s Dreams 
By ELNA STEBBINS (12 years) 
South Tacoma, Wash. 
“And, faith, Katy, what be ye dream- 


ing about now?” asked Mrs. Galloway 
with an impatient gesture toward the 


churn, “Get ye to work at that butter.” 

Katy lived near Cork, Ireland, in a 
small house with a thatched roof, and 
with pigs and chickens trying to share 
the house. 

Her father worked in the peat bogs, 
and there was no time for any one to 
dream. 

Katy had never been away from the 
little farm, and it was her one desire 
to travel. Many times she had begged 
to go to Queenstown, but even though 
it was only a few miles from Cork, 
Katy’s folks could not afford it. 

But Katy’s dreams went farther than 
Queenstown. How she longed for just 
one peep at Belfast! The large farms 
along the way, the fields of flax, grain, 
potatoes, and other vegetables, the large 
comfortable houses, the factories, and 
the busy towns would seem like paradise 
to Katy. She sat by the churn, dream- 
ing. 

Katy was awakened from her dreams 
by her mother’s sharp words, as a light 
knock on the door was heard. Mrs. 
Galloway hurried to open the door and 
Katy’s aunt stepped in. 

After the gréetings and kisses were 
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over, the aunt said, “Be quick Katy, get 
your clothes together. I would have you 
pay me a visit in Belfast.” 

Katy was amazed beyond words. 
Could her ears be deceiving her? 

Jumping up, she ran out to the well 
and scrubbed her face and hands until 
they were red. Then she gathered up 
her few belongings, and, with a shining 
face and a new light in her eyes, she ap- 
peared in the kitchen. 

In what to Katy seemed a few flying 
seconds, she was sailing up St. George’s 
channel toward Belfast. As she leaned 
over the rail and looked out, she knew 
her dream had come true. 


My Grandpa 
By JACK PAUL ULLENBRUCH, (9 years) 
Barstow, Calif. 


I have the dearest grandpa; 
He lives in Buffalo, 

And though I do not see him 
I love him ever so. 


Other boys have grandpas. 
I’m no different from the rest; 
But of all the dearest grandpas, 
I think that mine is best. 


Ruby 
By KATHRYN WILSON (9 years) 
Largo, Fla. 


lama goat named Ruby. I am seven 
weeks old. I weigh sixteen and a half 
pounds. I am seventeen inches high. 
My horns are about one and a fourth 
inches long. My tail is six inches long. 
My eyes are gray. I eat hay, grass, and 
bran, and I drink lots of water. I guess 
I’m not worth much, even if I am a 
thoroughbred Loggenberg, because my 
master traded three hens and a rooster 
for me. 
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The Little White Rose 


By ISABEL WILKINSON 
Tabulum, N. S. W. 


One time there was a rose which 
grew over the porch of a neat little 
white cottage. The bush had pretty 
white flowers. But one little rose was 
far away from the others and she felt 
lonely. Then a hen came and said she 
would be company for the rose, but the 
little white rose said, “You are very 
kind, little hen, but how can a hen be 
company for a rose?” 

Then a cat came and said he would 
be company for the rose, but the rose 
said, “You are a kind cat, but you are 
too far away.” Then the cat said, 
“Come down a bit lower.” The little 
white rose bent down, and she fell in 
through a window; there on a bed lay 
a pale-faced little girl. The little girl 
put out her hand and took hold of the 
rose and said, “Little white rose, I am 
glad you have come. I have wanted you 
so much.” And she kissed the little 
white rose and laid it against her cheek 
and was very happy. And the little 
white rose was happy too, and no longer 
felt lonely. 

And because the little girl grew very 
happy she did not have to lie on the bed. 
She grew strong enough to play and to 
do errands. 


The Sunset 


By BERNICE FELD (11 years) 
Hollywood, Calif. 


The sky was filled with purple 
And likewise crimson red, 

For the sun was slowly setting, 
And ’twas time to go to bed. 

I donned my little snow-white gown 
And sat to watch the sun, 

For ’twas God’s way of saying 
That the day was done. 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 


Motto—I speak only good words. 


Club Pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: “I see no evil, hear no evil, 
and speak no evil.” A club pin will be given to each member when he has sent in 
one subscription to Wee Wisdom, other than his own, and written four monthly 
letters to the secretary telling her how he has kept the pledge. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the secre- 
tary of the Good Words Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and letters—All letters and club reports must be sent to the Good 


Words Booster club secrétary. 


Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these pages. 


For the readers who wish to correspond—If the reader to whom you write 
does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


Dear Boys and Girls: 

Billy Brooks went to the picture show 
on Friday night. The play was very 
exciting and Billy couldn’t go to sleep 
for a long time after he went to bed. 
Saturday morning he felt cross and un- 
happy. When his very best friend, Allen 
Morgan, came over to help him feed his 
rabbits, Billy said that the rabbits were 
his and that he would feed them himself. 

If Billy had been keeping his Good 
Words Booster club pledge, he would 
not have said the unkind words. 

We are beginning a new year. There 
will be 365 days in this year. Each of 
these days is like a clean sheet of paper; 
no thought, no word, and no act has 
been written into the minutes and the 
hours that will make up these days. 
Wouldn’t it be a joy if we should write 
only kind thoughts, true words, loving 
acts on these 365 new days? Shall we 


try it? Many of you are already mem- 
bers of the Good Words Booster club; 
others of you have not signed the pledge, 
but I am sure that all of you are trying 
to keep the rules of the club. I am hav- 
ing printed on the next page the rules 
of the club and an application blank. 
Nothing would make me happier than 
to have the thousands of boys and girls 
who are now members of the club read 
over the rules and resolve anew to keep 
the pledge, and to have the thousands 
of boys and girls who are not now mem- 
bers sign the application blank and send 
it in. 

Of course I know that you can keep 
the pledge without sending in the ap- 
plication for membership in the club, but 
it is always easier to keep a promise 
made to some one else than it is to keep 
a promise made to oneself. 

My desk will be piled with work.when 
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your applications come in, but I assure 
you that sending out the membership 
cards will be a work of love. Who will 
be the first to send in the application 


blank? SECRETARY. 


Prayer and study will work wonders 
in bringing one’s grades up to a high 
standard. Jean is trying it. 

Dear Secretary—I am sure Wee Wisdom 
is helping me in my school work. I say The 
Prayer of Faith, and I think it helps me 
more than anything else does.—Jean Wood- 
head. 


Dear Editor—I am writing to tell you 
how much I love Wee Wisdom. One day I 
was very sick; I said The Prayer of Faith, 
and I got well. 
I know that 
God helped me. 
I am teaching 
The Prayer of 
Faith to my 
brothers and 
sisters. I be- 
lieve that Wee Wisdom has improved won- 
derfully, and I know that it has helped 
many boys and girls, all over the world. I 
like Blanche’s Corner and the Bible stories 
best.—Wilery Walles. 


The person who lives most happily is 
not the one who knows how to get out 
of trouble, but the one who knows how 
to keep from getting into trouble. 
Louise didn’t have to be restored to 
health; she kept from being sick. 

Dear Secretary—Our town was having an 
epidemic of mumps. Many children were 
absent from school. I had been exposed to 
mumps by many children, for many came 
back to school too soon. One day I felt 
sick and my jaws felt sore. I trusted in 
God and I prayed most all the time. I 
didn’t get mumps, and that was a long time 
ago. Then there was another incident 
something similar to that. I went to church 
and sat beside a girl who was coming down 
with mumps. I didn’t know it at the time, 
so it couldn’t have been imagination when 
I felt my jaws getting sore. I prayed and 
prayed and kept on going to school, for I 
trusted in God. I didn’t get mumps, and I 
surely thank God.—Louise Lockwood. 
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We too are glad that Joan is to have 
Wee Wisdom for another year. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I am very glad that 
I am to have you for another year; I like 
you better every month. I am going to a 
new school and am getting along very well. 
I am sure that The Prayer of Faith helps 
me. I get so excited when Mummy brings 
in the mail and says, “Here is Wee Wisdom, 
Joan.”—Joan MacKenzie. 


Dear Editor—I have not been taking Wee 
Wisdom long, but have enjoyed it very 
much. I say The Prayer of Faith every 
night. One day I had a backache. I said 
The Prayer of Faith and soon my back was 
better. I look forward each month to re- 
ceiving this interesting magazine.—Beverly 
Gattis. 


True obedience is the obedience that 
comes from the heart, just as true love 
comes from the heart. Charlotte is 
learning true obedience. 

Dear Club—I think the Good Words 
Booster club is doing me much good. A few 
ugly words have slipped by, but I have kept 
most of them back. It is getting easier 
every day to say kind and loving and good 
words. When mother scolds me for not be- 
ing good I do not get disagreeable any more, 
but I try to do better next time. I have my 
membership card and the card with The 
Prayer of Faith on it fastened to the mirror 
of the dresser. Many times when I am in 
school I say The Prayer of Faith. One 
Sunday when Mother and I were going to 
church I lost the key to the house. I did 
not say a word to Mother about losing it. 
All the rest of the way to church I said 
The Prayer of Faith, and as we were going 
home I found the key in the middle of the 


sidewalk. I was very thankful.—Charlotte 
Alice Smith. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—One day at school I 
had a hard problem, so I said The Prayer 
of Faith; then I worked the problem cor- 
rectly. I had a headache. I said The 
Prayer of Faith, and soon my head was well. 
—Lois Denney. 


Dear Friends—I was very glad to read 
about good thoughts being seeds. I use 
good words every day and they make me 
happy and strong.—Marguerite Faustini 
(Cyprus). 


| 
Ss 
p 
it 
e 
p 
n 


28 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH 
OTHER READERS 


Ruth Barber, 132 East 4th st., Delphos, 
Ohio; Dorothy Ramsperger (13 years), 
Beacon st., Norwalk, Conn.; Maurice 
Lewis, 124 North 21st st., Paris, Tex.; 
Marilyn C. Snyder, 1931 Bank st., Bakers- 
field, Calif.; Carol Dodson (14 years), 6029 
S. Michigan ave., Chicago, Ill.; Beverly L. 
Thayer (8 years), 17 Merrill st., Portland, 
Maine; Nancy Badger (10 years), 339 
Lafayette rd., Portsmouth, N. H.; Martha 
Richards, Ainsworth, Iowa; Helen Veeder 
Marlette (10 years), route 3, Schenectady, 
N. Y.; Olive Sandbeg, Hewlett school, 
Cedarhurst, L. I., N. Y.; Walter F. Bragg 
(9 years), route 1, Canton, Maine; Yvonne 
E. Selfe (6 years), 603 Euclid ave., Des 
Moines, Iowa; Sylvia Noriede, Petersburg. 
Alaska; Carolyn Ruth Moffot (11 years), 
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Main st., box 172, Manchester, Vt.; Gladys 
Matney (13 years), Lucile Pfeifer (15 
years), Mildred Etier (14 years), Pansy 
Matney (8 years), Ellen Matney, (16 years), 
Randlett, Okla.; Helen F. Christie, box 583, 
Manchester, Vt.; Marguerite Reno, Rock- 
bridge, Il. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER 
READERS 


Dorothy Ramsperger: for self, father, 
and mother; Gwendolyn Wright: for study; 
Jeanette Holmes: for health; Annie 
Walker: for temper; Mildred Wall: music, 
parent’s health; Carol Dodson: for school- 
work; Ivan Lawrence: for school work; 
Velma Marsh: for music and spelling; 
Tessie Pfiffer: school work, especially his- 
tory, hygiene, and English; Florence 
Schmidt: for aunt’s health. 


Rules of Good Words Booster Club 


1. Members are not to use words that may make others unhappy. They are to 
keep the pledge by using words of happiness, truthfulness, kindness, purity, love, cheer- 


fulness, and health. 


2. Members are expected to write once a month to the secretary, telling her how 


they are keeping the pledge. 


3. Each member will try to obtain at least one new member each year. (Applica- 
tion blanks for new members to sign will be sent upon request.) The pledge must be 


signed personally by the one joining. 


If you want to be a healthier, happier boy or girl, and if you want to help others 
to be healthier and happier, write your name and address on the application blank, and 
send this blank to the secretary, Good Words Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


Membership Application Blank 


To GOOD WORDS BOOSTER CLUB, 
% Unity School of Christianity, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


I believe that my words have power to make me and other persons happy or un- 
happy. I also believe that it is easier for others to speak good words when I speak good 
words. Therefore I want to become a member of the Good Words Booster club that I 
may help others as well as myself to speak only good, true words. 

I agree to try to use only true, kind, pure, loving, cheerful words. I will keep 


the pledge of the club. 


This blank must be signed personally by the one joining. 


Jan 
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A Homemade Coaster 


Coasting is here. If you do not have 
a sled of your own, here is a model that 
you can make for yourself. 

For the runners, you will need two 
pieces of board, preferably hardwood, 
about 4 feet long, 8 inches wide, and 1 
inch thick; three crossbars, 18 inches 
long, 3 inches wide and 2 inches thick; 
six wedges 1 inch thick, 5 inches long, 
3 inches wide at the top, tapering to a 
point at the bottom; two 1% inch soft 
wood boards 8 inches wide and 3 feet 
long, for the top; a piece of broom 
handle, 20 inches long; sixty-six wood 
screws about 134 inches long; two iron 
runners. 

First mark out the run- 


wedge can be fitted into it. Fit a wedge 
to each end of each crossbar, and fasten 
with three wood screws. Then fasten 
the wedges to the runners as shown, 
having the top edges of the crossbars 
about 14 inch below the top of the run- 
ner, and spaced evenly. Use four 
screws through the runner to meet each 
crossbar end, and three to meet each 
wedge. Bore holes for the screws, us- 
ing a bit or augur slightly smaller than 
the screw. 

Shape the top boards as shown, and 
fasten to the crossbars, using six screws 
on each board. Fit the round stick 
snugly into holes at front of runners, 


ners, as shown (by marking 
out the squares you can get 
the curves better) ; then cut 
them out with a scroll saw. 
Make the hand holes by 


boring two holes and chisel- 
ing out the slots. 


The connecting crossbars 
keep the sled rigid and strong. There 
are three of these, 18 inches long, 2 
inches thick, by 3 inches wide. Notch 
out each end of each crossbar, so that a 


to give additional bracing. If you want 
iron shoes, you can have them put on 
at a blacksmith’s. 
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LESSON 1, JANUARY 6, 1929. 
Our Heavenly Father.—Matt. 6:24-34. 


GOLDEN TEXT— 

Like as a father pitieth his children, 
So Jehovah pitieth them that fear him. 
—Psalms 103:13. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The first things that we should learn 
from the teaching of Truth are that 
God is our Father, that He loves us, and 
that He gives to us all that we need. 
Each of us can choose whether he will 
follow God and try to do His will or 
whether he will follow earthly things. 
These two are the masters between 
which we must choose. If we depend 
only on outer things to bring us the 
good that we want, and if we believe 
that the things that we see and touch 
are the only real things, we cannot give 
much thought or love to our heavenly 
Father. Outer things are not always 
sure to come to us; because they come 
sometimes and do not come at other 
times, we worry over them and become 
anxious. 

Jesus Christ teaches us to rise above 
worry and doubt by trusting in our 
heavenly Father to bring to us all the 
blessings that can add to our happiness. 

We have learned that all good comes 
from within ourselves, where we find 
the Spirit of God. In seeking the king- 
dom of God we turn within and by 
prayer we bring ourselves close to God’s 
love for us. True riches can be ours 
only when we have learned God’s per- 
fect idea. When our hearts are filled 
with a wish to do the will of God, and 
when we see Him alone as the giver of 


all our supply, we find that we are taken 
care of in every way. In seeking the 
kingdom of God within ourselves we are 
doing our part toward bringing all good 
into our lives; God does the rest. 


LESSON 2, JANUARY 13, 1929. 
John 1:5—2:6. 


GOLDEN TEXT—If we say that we have 
no sin, we deceive ourselves, and the 
truth is not in us. If we confess our 
sins, he is faithful and righteous to for- 
give us our sins, and to cleanse us from 
all unrighteousness.—I John 1:8, 9. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The great thing that we need to learn 
from this lesson is that sin can only be 
in our thinking and that there is no re- 
ality in the thing that we call sin or 
evil. God made all things perfect and 
good, and when we do not see and use 
for good the things that God has given 
to us, we are sinning. 

Sin is not so much in the evil word 
that we speak or in the evil deed that 
we may do as it is in the thought that 
made us speak the word or do the wrong 
deed. For this reason we should watch 
our thinking and try at all times to make 
sure that our thoughts are pleasing to 
God. 

God made us perfect, and as children 
of God our thoughts should be perfect 
and always like the thoughts of God. 
Instead of keeping our thoughts perfect, 
however, we have let them stray away 
from God and have brought upon our- 
selves many things that we call evil. We 
help to lift ourselves into perfect health 
and perfect happiness by thinking of 
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ourselves as true children of God who 
have been given all the gifts that God 
has prepared for us. Many evil things 
have come upon us because we have not 
known the Truth about ourselves. 
When we walk in the full light of 
God’s love, we are lifted above all igno- 
rance and darkness. Christ in us is our 
perfect light, and He guides us toward 
that which is true and good and real. 
We show our love for God by trying in 
every way to do His perfect will. When 
we truly love Him, we do not have to 
talk about it and tell others of our love 
for God; our words and our deeds show 
that love better than we can tell it. 


LESSON 3, JANUARY 20, 1929. 


Christ the Savior.—Luke 15:3-7; Rom. 
5 :6-10. 


GOLDEN TEXT—And thou shalt call his 
name JESUS; for it is he that shall save 
his people from their sins.—Matt. 1:21. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


This lesson teaches that there is a way 
by which every child of God may over- 
come every error thought and condition. 
That way is through the Christ that is 
within each one. 

Christ is 
God’s perfect 
idea; He is the 
son of God. 
Christ was the £¥ 
true self of Je- WW 


power that 
through Him did the wonderful works 
that we call miracles. Christ is the true 
self of each of us, and as we let the Christ 
Spirit work in and through us it changes 
our bodies and our affairs to make them 
higher and better. Jesus did perfect 
work because He knew perfectly of the 
Christ, His true self. He tried to teach 
His followers to let the same Christ 
work in them, and that is the thing that 
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each of us should strive to do now. 

We not only try to live a perfect life, 
as Jesus did, but we should know that 
the Christ in us is our Savior. Because 
Jesus let the Christ in Him save Him 
from sin, sickness, and death, we call 
Him. the Way-shower. 

From the story of the lost sheep, we 
learn that every thought in us must be 
lifted up and brought home to the 
Father. We may be almost perfect in 
some ways, and yet have other thoughts 
which do not follow the will of God. So 
long as there is one thought in us that 
does not know and follow the Christ 
within, we need to help that thought to 
find the way home to the Father. In 
order to know that our thoughts are 
pure and fine and true, we have to watch 
them closely and be willing to search 
for any that are lost. And, of course, 
we find joy in bringing back to the 
Christ within any thought that has 
strayed away and become lost in error 
and in sin. 


LESSON 4, JANUARY 27, 1929. 
The Holy Spirit—John 16:7-11; Rom. 
8:12-17, 26, 27. 

GOLDEN TEXT—For as many as are led 


by the Spirit of God, these are sons of 
God.—Rom. 8:14. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Every child of God needs to learn that 
the Spirit of God dwells within him. 
This knowledge helps him to turn to the 


‘Spirit within for understanding and 


help. 

The spiritual part of man is the rea] 
part of him. It is the part that is made 
in the image and the likeness of God. 
Spirit teaches us that the things of the 
body are not the real of us, but that in 
the true Christ self we are perfect, even 
as God is perfect. Anger and greed and 
selfishness may arise in the human part 
of us, but when we let the Spirit part 
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of us shine through, these outer things 
disappear and we show love and unself- 
ishness to all men. 

Human teachers give us their ideas 
about things. The Spirit of Truth in 
us teaches us all things because its 
knowing is a part of God. We cannot 
do right until we know the true from 
the false, the right from the wrong. The 
Holy Spirit teaches us to know what is 
for our highest good and helps to give 
us strength to do it. By living under 
the guidance of the Holy Spirit, we put 
away the things that are not of God and 
learn each day that we truly are chil- 
dren of God. As children of God, we 
share in His life, His love, and His sub- 
stance, so that we really are heirs of all 
that the Father has. All these things 
that are brought to us by the Holy 
Spirit lead us to eternal life. 


©(Ohe Treasure Chest 


(Continued from page 15) 


ing the paper when Dederic came down- 
stairs. “LUMBER MILL SENDS 
ENOUGH LUMBER INTO SHIVERS 
HOLLOW TO REBUILD HOUSE.” 
Father jumped to his feet. ‘“There’s 
the New Year’s spirit for you!” he 
cried. ‘‘Near neighbors have taken in 
the family,” said Mother, “let us ar- 
range to do something too.” 

Then Dederic told them about his 
plan. “I say, let’s have a big treasure 
chest in the hall, and let’s tell folks 
about it, so that every one who comes 
on New Year’s will have a chance to 
drop something in for the Pikes.” 

So they cleared out the deep oak 
chest which was big enough for a hun- 
dred things. Father dropped in a ten- 
dollar bill for a starter, and Mother 
added a blanket. Dederic slipped away 
to think about it all. He wanted to do 
something very fine for Sunny Jim, to 
make up for snowballs, and everything, 
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he told himself as he gazed into the 
snowy street. 

Just then a figure passed the house. 
Sunny Jim, with a bundle! And he was 
wearing his mother’s jacket! 

It did not take Dederic long to run 
upstairs and get his crackling bill. As 
he passed Merrill’s tiny radio set, com- 
plete, with ear caps, a stiff lump stuck 
in his throat. The Best Brownie 
seemed to click at him from Garey’s 
holly-trimmed window. “Take me to 
the lake ...to the lake...” it 
seemed to say. Dederic’s eyes were 
smarting; but he could not turn back 
now, not even for the Brownie, for there 
was the treasure chest to be filled for the 
Pikes, and especially for Sunny Jim. 

With eyes straight ahead he cut 
across the street to Ferry’s. And Ded- 
eric could tell anybody that it cer- 
tainly did seem like starting the New 
Year off with a bang when he handed 
the bill to the clerk and said: “I want 
a lumberjack and beany cap like the 
one in the window, only I want size 12 
—hbecause it’s not for me.” 


(Prayer of Faith 


Readers who wish to help others can do so by 
saying this prayer for them. 

God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 

Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in 


me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 


God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 

God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since = and love and Truth are 
ere 


| More Kohaus. 
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Kegs’ Birthday 


Kegs stopped, very red in the face 
and breathing rapidly, to look back 
down the road. There was no one in 
sight. For a moment he stared in sur- 
prise, then pushing his hands deep into 
his pockets he walked slowly on. 

“What do you know about that?” he 
muttered. “They didn’t even try to 
catch me.” 

Today was Kegs’ birthday, and the 
moment he had been allowed to break 
ranks at the dismissal of school he had 
started running. The gang had never 
before failed to chase him and to give 
him a birthday beating, one hit for 


every year and a big one on which to 


grow. What on _ earth 
could be the matter? It 
made a fellow feel queer to 
run like that and then dis- 
cover that no one was after 
him. The whipping he had 
tried to escape he now ear- 
nestly wanted. 

“They might have re- 
membered to beat me, any- 
way,” thought the disgrun- 
tled Kegs. The gang hadn’t 
been acting right for sev- 
eral days. Every time he 
had approached, the group 
had scattered. It seemed 
to Kegs that they were 
talking about him. 

“T suppose it’s the way 


see. That, Kegs felt sure, 


I acted about that knife,” he said aloud. 

On Christmas, Kegs had received a 
scout knife. He had been very proud 
of that knife. Especially of the official 
scout emblem that adorned the handle. 
When it had disappeared, a few days 
before his birthday, he had searched 
for it all day. The gang had helped 
him, and when supper time came and 
the knife had not been found, a thing 
had occurred of which Kegs was very 
much ashamed. Two large tears had 
appeared in spite of his efforts to keep 
them back. Down his fat, red cheeks 
they had rolled, for all the Spartans to 
was the 
~ reason for the gang’s queer 


‘factions the last day or two. 
“T know I didn’t act much 


like a Spartan,” Kegs ad- 
mitted to himself as he 
kicked through a_snow- 
drift, “but that was a 
dandy good knife.” 

Not until he could see 
the smoke from the chim- 
ney at home, did Kegs look 


up. Then he threw back 


day. 
Pushing his hands deep 
into his pockets he 
walked slowly on. 


7 his head and quickened his 
uJ. step. The folks at home 
< had remembered his birth- 

There had been pack- 

ages by his plate at break- 

fast, and there would be a 

cake with candles on the 
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supper table. Mother never forgot the 
cake. She understood, too, how a fel- 
low felt about losing a real scout knife. 

When he opened the kitchen door his 
mother’s smile and the odor of freshly 
baked cake drove all unhappy thoughts 
out of Kegs’ mind. 

He had barely. finished his second 
piece of cake at supper when Andy ap- 
peared at the door. 

“The Roost! A fire!’ he shouted, and 
started toward the road. Kegs grabbed 
his cap and sweater, and ran after him. 
Neither of the boys had breath for 
speech. Kegs ran with all his might, 
and hoped with all his might that they 
would be in time. They cut across 
fields and could not see the Roost until 
they were almost upon it. Then Kegs 
stopped short. There was the Roost, 
standing peacefully and undisturbed 
under the winter moon. The only sign 
of fire was a lazy streamer of smoke 
floating up from the chimney. 

“Inside!” yelled Andy, and rushed 
Kegs on before he had time to collect 
his thoughts. Once inside Kegs was 
surrounded by the laughing Spartans. 

“Why, Andy Vanorden!” he ex- 
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claimed as soon as he could get his 
breath. “You told me——” 

“There’s the fire,” Andy interrupted, 
pointing to the red sides of the stove. 

“But you said——” began Kegs. 
Then remembering what Andy had 
said, he laughed. “The joke is on me,” 
he admitted. 

“Yes, and the surprise is on you too,” 
said Chink. “We’re having a birthday 
party for you.” 

“Here comes the candy!” shouted 
Red as David’s mother came in with a 
pan. 

“Mother is going to make some taffy,” 
explained David, “and we will pull it 
when it is ready.” 

“Better put plenty of butter on your 
hands, or the candy will stick,” David’s 
mother warned them when the candy 
had cooled enough to handle. 

“You take the first gob,” said Red 
pushing Kegs forward. “It’s your 
birthday.” 

Kegs held out his butter covered 
hands to receive the warm candy. The 
gang stood around him, yelling advice. 

“Pull, Kegs, pull!” 

“It’s sticking to your hands. Hurry!” 


“One, two, three, four,” Red counted strokes 
for the others then took his turn last. 
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Kegs tried to pull, but the sticky mess 
clung to both hands and he could not 
get them loose. 

“Now! Come on while his hands are 
tied,” said Red suddenly, and the gang 
fell upon Kegs and began to give him 
his birthday whipping. Kegs could do 
little to defend himself. He was an odd 
sight standing meekly in the center of 
the floor with hands tightly clasped in 
front of him, while each Spartan took 
his turn at spatting. 

“One, two, three, four,” Red counted 
strokes for the others then took his turn 
last. 

“Don’t tear my pants off,’ Kegs 
begged him. The blows were heartily 
given, and some of them stung—espe- 
cially the one to grow on. Kegs winced 
a trifle now and then, and his eyes be- 
gan to smart before the boys had fin- 
ished. But the tears were happy ones. 
Let them lay them on; the harder the 
better. What did he care whether or 
not he could sit down comfortably. 
They had remembered his birthday. He 
was one of the gang again! 

When the candy had been pulied it 
was coiled on pans to harden. Kegs’ 
snake looked a bit soiled. Red sug- 
gested it might have crawled a long way 
on the floor. 

“TI did drop it,” Kegs said, “but that 
won’t hurt the flavor.” 

While the candy hardened, the boys 
popped corn and played games. 

When most of the candy had been 
eaten and the rest had been wrapped in 
paper napkins to be taken home, the 
gang put out the fire and began get- 
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ting into their coats and sweaters. 

“Say, fellows! I don’t seem to have 
my knife,” said Red. “Some one might 
have picked it up by mistake.” 

The Spartans began searching their 
pockets. Kegs was sure he hadn’t 
picked up a knife, but as a matter of 
form he ran his hand into his pants 
pocket. His fingers encountered a 
knife. Puzzled, he drew it out. It was 
a scout knife, just like the one he had 
lost, official emblem and everything. 
Kegs stood holding it out in his hand, 
his mouth open in amazement. 

“Happy birthday, Kegsy!” yelled the 
gang, and then Kegs understood. 

“Gee!” he began and then he choked 
—he was going to cry again, and Spar- 
tans didn’t cry. Kegs gritted his 
teeth, and started after Red. 

“No wonder you almost tore my pants 
off when you were beating me. You put 
that knife into my pocket,” he accused. 
Red laughed. 

“If you weren’t so fat, it wouldn’t be 
so hard to get into your pockets. No 
danger of your losing your money.” 

Kegs opened the door, then turned 
back. “It sure is a peach,” he said, 
holding up the knife, ‘‘and I——” 

“Aw, go on home!” and Chink gave 
him a friendly push. They all tumbled 
out into the snow. | 

“T didn’t do a very good job of thank- 
ing them,” thought Kegs as he got into 
bed. “Anyway, I didn’t cry,” and rub- 
bing his thumb lovingly over the scout 
emblem on the knife handle, Kegs rolled 
over and went to sleep. 
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Word Maze 


By FRANCIS J. GABLE 
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By beginning at the square marked 
“Start” and going up and down, back and 
forth (Do not move diagonally.), from 
square to square, to the place marked 
“End,” you can form from the letters of 
this puzzle the words of a sentence that is 
very familiar to all Wee Wisdom readers. 


Acrostic 
By THOMAS MCINTYRE 


Little reader, hast thou found me? 
Oft of me sweet voices tell; 
Visible in all around thee, 
Even in thy heart I dwell, 


Hey 
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WEE WISDOM 


Bits from 


White Stockings and Other Tales 


“A beautiful queen in a far-away land was traveling through her 
kingdom to see how the people were faring. . . . It was near Christmas 
and the queen wanted to be in her own palace and to have her own family 
Christmas tree. ... A great storm arose. ... They soon lost their 
way. ... Finally, when they were about to give up all hope of finding 
shelter, they saw a light twinkling near. 

“After a while the queen felt so comforted . . . that she began to 
look about her. Four children were gazing at her from the other end 
of the room. . . . The queen clapped her hands and then she said: ‘.. . 
these stockings hanging here by the hearth, all tacked up so bravely— 
why are they here?’ ... ‘Don’t you know,’ they cried, ‘that this is 
Christmas Eve?’ . . . ‘Whose are those beautiful white stockings?’ .. . 

“ ‘Oh,’ cried the children . . . ‘Mother knits just one pair a year like 
that, and they are for the child who has been the kindest and the best 
all through the year.’ ... ‘The white stockings go this time to little 
Sven, because he has learned not only to conquer his temper, but he has 
learned to be unselfish and to share his things with others. He has had 
to try hard, and he has earned the stockings.’ .. . 

“But, dear Queen, ... where are your stockings to hang up?’ 
The queen replied, ‘My baggage has all been lost somewhere in the 
snowdrifts, and I have none but these wet and soiled stockings that I 
have on. I suppose I must do without.’ 

““Oh, no,’ instantly cried little Hulda, ‘you may have mine!’ The 
other children, not to be outdone, each shouted to the queen to take his 
or her stockings—all but little Sven.” ; 

Did Sven offer the queen his stockings? It had taken a whole year 
of self-denial to win them. If he did offer them to the queen, did she 
take them, and did she reward him for them? 

All these questions, and any others that you have in your mind, will 
be answered in Unity’s new children’s book, White Stockings and Other 
Tales. Besides the story of “White Stockings,” two other stories, ‘““What 
Philip Forgot” and “Thoughts with Wings,” are included in this book. 

Charmingly illustrated. 


Price, 75 cents 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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1. Said the_snow-bird to the crow,“New year’s com-ing, and you know 
2. Mis-ter Crow looked ver - y wise, And he said,“That’s no sur- prise, 
3. Then a gay song sangeach bird, In his snow - y, crow-y word, 


| 


You must help to make it hap-py, Or it nev -er will be 
But a thought that all should wel-come, As_ the mormn-ing suns - rise.” 
“Hap-py year to hap-py peo-ple,” Wasthe ju- bi - lee I heard. 


be ? 


T t 
| 

I le — 


Ji 
Yeo, : 
x SS Sm 
Word, by Music byMsC 
Happily 
- 
B 


January, 1929 


SKATING POND 
BY Imelda Octavia Shanklin 

Jack Frost made a floor for our lily pond. He 
made the floor of ice. 

Jack Frost shook snow over the floor. 

Daddy swept the snow off the floor. He swept 
the snow off with his road scraper. Eva drew the 
scraper; Eva is our black horse. 

Then Daddy and Buddy swept off more snow 
with brooms. 

Buddy put my coat and cap and mittens and 
galoshes on me. He put me on his sled. He put his 
skates on the sled. 

He pulled me and the skates to the top of the hill. 

Buddy sat down on the sled. We coasted to the 
pond, 

Boon ran through the snow by us. He barked. 
Buddy said Boon was glad to 30 skating. Buddy 


whistled, and Boon barked more. 
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When we came to the pond, Buddy put on his 
skates. I stayed on the sled. Buddy drew me over 
the ice floor. 

Buddy said the lilies are under the ice floor at 
the bottom of the pond. They sleep there in winter. 
When Spring, Sun takes away Jack Frost’s ice floor, 


the lilies will wake up. 

The lies will stand up in bed, to see if the day 
is warm. The day will be warm. Then they will | 
put their faces out of the water, to look for me. 


Buddy told me so. : | 


he 


roel 


Buddy took off his skates. He put them on the 
sled with me. He drew me and the skates up the 
hill. Boon ran on, to the house. 

When we went home Mother had lunch ready. 
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IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN 


My Aunt's piano is so tall 

My hands can scarcely reach the keys; 
Sometimes she takes me on her lap, 
i H And lets me play just what I please. 
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When the cool, quiet evenings 
came after the warm days, 
Father Joseph and Mother Mary 
would sit upon the doorstep. 
There they watched the sreat 
stars, as they hung low and 
brilliant over the land. 

Many evenings as they sat on 
the step, Mother Mary held her 
baby on her lap, that the cool- 
ing, tender air might caress his 
body. Often no word was 
spoken. They thought of the 
dark beauty of the night; they 
thought of Bethlehem, and the 
dream that led them to Egypt. 
~ They thought of God, and si- 
lently worshiped him. There 


were evenings when they san}, 
the songs 


of Zion, 
the sweet 
psalms 
that first 
had been 


chanted by the lips of mighty 
David when he was a happy 
shepherd boy. 

One last evenin?, they so sat 
and so sang. 

The stars brighter, with 
the passing, of the minutes. The 
air became a breeze, risin?, and 
dipping in playful changes. 
Father Joseph lifted the baby 
from the arms of Mother Mary, 
and carried him into the house. 
Half unwillin3, to release him, 
Father Joseph tenderly placed 
the little one on the bed that 
had been made rich by the gifts 
of the desert chief. 

Then Father Joseph returned 
to the doorstep. He sat down by 
Mother 
Mary and 
would have 
taken her 
hand. But 


noticing 
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as at other times he had seen 
her listen. There was a 
strangely glad look on her face, 
which shone as with the light 
of the star that had waited over 
Bethlehem on the night when 
little Lord Jesus came to earth. 

Mother Mary was sitting, with 
head slightly bent forward. She 


With majesty 


the look on sheep. A 
her face, holy thrill 
he only came upon 
watched Father Jo- 
her.Shewas seph. The 
listening, whisper of 
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song, became a melody, in which 
a syllable now and then was 
plainly heard. Father Joseph 
waited eagerly. A moment 
more, and Mother Mary lifted 
her head; she looked into the 
sky. Then she sani, in words 
distinct, and in tones as sweet 
as an angel might have sun}: 
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called my 


jy 
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My gen - tle, 


Son! 


My 


a 


I 


was breathing lightly, through 
partly opened lips. The sound 
of music was in her breath. The 
sound became the whisper of a 
song, a sweeter than youn? 
David had ever sun? upon the 
hilltops while caring, for his 


The son? passed. Only the 
gentle voice of the night wind 
could be heard. 

Father Joseph kissed Mother 
Mary. “Go to your rest, my 
wife. Tomorrow we turn from 
Epypt to home,” he said. 
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By L.Mitchell Thornton 


A little snow fairy once sat on a willow 

That swayed in the breeze like a boat on a 
billow; 

She teetered and tottered and laughed with 
such rapture 

That every gay sunbeam determined to 
capture 

That soft-as-down fairy, so crisp and so 
glarey, 

That mischievous, rollicking little snow 
fairy. 


A little ¥ fairy once whistled and gig- 
gle 

Clapped hands in delight and her pretty 
toes wiggled: 

‘Till Wind stopped to shake her, not rudely 
or roughly, 

And Cedar admonished, but not even 
grufly; 

Then into a snowdrift, with grace light and 
airy, 

A fairy bed snowdrift, jumped little snow 
fairy. 
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WEE WISDOM 


Little 


Has A Secret™ 
To Tell 


USIE was just as nice a 

little girl as you would 
find any place, but her ears 
just wouldn’t stay awake. 
Her mother told her about 
them, so did her grandfather, 
but Susie thought she knew 
best. One day her ears went 
to sleep when they should 
have been wide awake, and they made Susie miss all kinds of fun. 


Estelle Urbahns knew Susie, and she wrote a story about her 
for Wee Wisdom and called it Little Susie Sleep Ears. Boys and 
girls from every place wrote us that they liked this story, so we 
decided that it would be nice to put Little Susie Sleep Ears into 
book form. That is just what we did. And what a wonderful 
book it made! You will love it, with all its cunning pictures and 
its large, readable type. 


You would have to look a long time to find a better, or prettier 
children’s book than Little Susie Sleep Ears. Mother will want you 
to know the secret that Susie has for you in her story, Little Susie 
Sleep Ears. 


Price, 75 cents 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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JANUARY 
By Blanche Sage Haseltine 
Bridal Wreath is dressed in white 


As she was in spring. 
Purple Lilac's copied it, 
Plumes and everything. 
Never mind, sweet Bridal Wreath, 
Winter soon will go. 
When your Easter gown arrives, 
Lilac won't have snow. 
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I teach my thoughts 
They must obey. 


I call some in— 


Some send away. 


I choose my thoughts, 
To keep them pure; 
Then of 300d words 


I may be sure. 


I know my thoughts 
Of Truth will bless 
And carry love 
And happiness. 
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